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Wallace Stevens 



OF THE MANNER OF ADDRESSING CLOUDS 

Gloomy grammarians in golden gowns, 

Meekly you keep the mortal rendezvous, 

Eliciting the still sustaining pomps 

Of speech which are like music so profound 

They seem an exaltation without sound. 

Funest philosophers and ponderers, 

Their evocations are the speech of clouds. 

So speech of your processionals returns 

In the casual evocations of your tread 

Across the stale, mysterious seasons. These 

Are the music of meet resignation; these 

The responsive, still sustaining pomps for you 

To magnify, if in that drifting waste 

You are to be accompanied by more 

Than mute bare splendors of the sun and moon. 



OF HEAVEN CONSIDERED AS A TOMB 

What word have you, interpreters, of men 
Who in the tomb of heaven walk by night, 
The darkened ghosts of our old comedy? 
Do they believe they range the gusty cold, 
With lanterns borne aloft to light the way, 
Freemen of death, about and still about 
To find whatever ir is they seek? Or does 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

That burial, pillared up each day as porte 
And spiritous passage into nothingness, 
Foretell each night the one abysmal night, 
When the host shall no more wander, nor the light 
Of the steadfast lanterns creep across the dark? 
Make hue among the dark comedians, 
Halloo them in the topmost distances 
For answer from their icy Elysee. 

THE LOAD OF SUGAR-CANE 

The going of the glade-boat 
Is like water flowing; 

Like water flowing 
Through the green saw-grass, 
Under the rainbows; 

Under the rainbows 
That are like birds, 
Turning, bedizened, 

While the wind still whistles 
As kildeer do, 

When they rise 
At the red turban 
Of the boatman. 
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